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in a modern novel. But then so were all the miners'
cottages I ever knew. They were a most united and
affectionate family, with a healthy respect for Dad.
Dad, a loyal Methodist like so many of iny friends
in those parts—Wesley and Whitefield did their first
field preaching in our chief stronghold, Kingswood
—had Puritanism bred in his bones. He would never
attend Labour functions at which there was to be
dancing, and nothing would persuade him to have
any dealings with a subsequent chairman of the
local Party, who smelt, he said, of beer. However, at
the moment I could see little of Dad, and Dad could
see even less of me, and his introduction of the new
candidate to the small and invisible audience was
confined to saying that here was the young man
they had been waiting for; he had turned up late
and even now they couldn't see much of him nor
could he, Dad, tell them anything; so they had
better listen to what the young man had to say.
Such was my first introduction to the electorate. I
stood up on the driver's seat in the Occasional Four
and began.
I talked to them about the irresistible advance of
Labour; the pride of common people in a govern-
ment which was really their own; the determination
of their leaders, despite all their inevitable mistakes,
to make England a safer place for work-a-day men
and women to rear their children in. It is easy to
speak in the dark. Occasionally there was a low
murmur of assent. Now and again I touched on a
controversial issue of the moment, but for the most
part I kept to these simple but potent generalities.
These after all, as I was to learn more surely every

